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Summary: 


Sveta and Matthew are a/ive and she dares not ask for more 


Braided (together) 
Author's Note: 
e For oOwhitelilyOo. 
Reposted from tumblr 


Karis’s fingers run through the end of Sveta’s braid, slowly 
unraveling curl after curl, letting the hair spread out in 
waves as it comes lose under her hand. 


It’s a quiet undertaking. Karis finds herself humming under 
her breath, almost too light to be heard, but Sveta is as 
silent as a crouching cat and Matthew has never been one 
for idle words. The atmosphere is warm, if not completely 
relaxed, and that is enough. 


They don’t have that long together. They’ve known this from 
the beginning, from the moment she and Matthew looked at 
each other and wrapped Sveta in their arms, one on each 
side, weeks and weeks ago when they were still recovering 
from the shock of Belinsk’s fall. They’ve known this since 
they came back, too, to a city that was broken but not 
ruined, and humbled people that nevertheless gave all they 
had for reconstruction with even more enthusiasm than 
before. But they’ve almost been pulled apart much more 
violently in between, and Karis refuses to be bitter about 
having to part, because Sveta is alive, under her hands, and 
so is Matthew, and really it’s all she could ask for. It’s 
certainly more than she expected. 


One by one, the folded curls of hair come undone, until she 
reaches the base of Sveta’s scalp, and just combs her fingers 
through the entire length, strong and soft under her hand. 


Sveta sighs happily. 


Matthew still has a little ways to go, she sees when she looks 
over to his side; she ignores his slight glare and rests her 
head on Sveta’s shoulder instead. 


The scent in the curve of her neck is strong. Not rancid or 
overpowering, but deep, warm, thick; it reaches into her and 
makes her sigh with both relaxation and excitement. She 
kisses the warm curve where shoulder meets neck, and 
Sveta’s throat vibrates, a soft buzz against her lips. 


She wraps her arms around Sveta’s waist. 


Matthew’s done, by now, and she can tell he hasn’t 
completely forgiven her for her advantage because he’s 
pouting slightly as he moves to Sveta’s front. She has to 
resist the urge to giggle. 


“Thank you,” Sveta says, polite and gentle as ever. 
“You're welcome.” 


She kisses her neck again, and smiles when Matthew bends 
forward to kiss her lips at the same time, Sveta gently 
reaching to craddle his head. Her hands rise, from waist to 
chest, and start pressing when she finds the shape of her 
breasts, small but full, soft in the palm of her hands. Sveta 
gasps and pulls Matthew closer, and Karis presses herself 
against her back, her own breasts against her skin, closing 
their circle. 


“Karis,” Sveta whispers. “Matthew...” 


Karis nuzzles her neck in response, pressing gentle circles 
with her hands. They might not have much time left, but for 


tonight they are there for her, to help her let go of her 
burdens if only for a little while. 


